THE   GESTAPO   ON  MY   HEELS

He went away for a few minutes, and then returned.
He seemed agitated.

cHe hasn't come yet, but lie won't be long- I'm
terribly sorry that you are having to wait like this/

By this time I was convinced. If Frank had been a
genuine Englishman, not implicated in the Gestapo,
he would have struck me, or at least he would have
reacted indignantly to the insult I had flung at him.
He was, however, only an agent, instructed cto bring
me back alive5. He was still waiting for his accomplices.
The idea was for us all to have a merry party. As soon
as I was full of drink they \vould take me for a ride in
a motor car over the German frontier.

'Very well, Mr. Frank, but you must excuse me
while I go and cancel another appointment. Allow
me to leave my bag here. I shall be back in half an
hour.3

Outside the hotel I called out in an authoritative
voice to the booted men who were standing there on
the watch.

CA taxi, quickly!'

A German never fails to recognize the voice of an
ex-officer.

A taxi appeared in less than a minute, and I went
straight to see Conrad Heiden.

'Leave by the first train,' lie said. Til go and see
Mr. Frank and apologise for you, and I'll collect your
bag. It will be very funny.'

In the train I thought of Mr. Frank's words. Ger-
many, he said, would have a blood-bath.